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| did my time and | want out 

So effusive - fade - it doesn't cut 

The soul is not so vibrant 

The reckoning, the sickening 

Packaging subversion 

Pseudo sacrosanct perversion 

Go drill your deserts, go dig your graves 

Then fill your mouth with all the money you will save 
Sinking in, getting smaller again 

I'm done! It has begun! I'm not the only one! 


Justin, Maya, and Chie had all been hanging around Justin’s house playing Rock 
Band; mostly because Maya had the day off, it was raining out and they had nothing 
better to do. Justin was on Guitar, of course, Maya on drums, and Chie on bass. Chie 
never did play music games though, so she was faltering behind quite a bit. But 
that’s okay, because Justin had secretly thrown No Fail mode on, anticipating that 
happening. Justin and Maya, of course, were having no problem keeping up to the 
notes on screen, hitting every beat thrown their way. 


Maya and Justin seemed to be having a ball frantically keeping up in time with the 
music. Especially Maya, who had been tossing her head back and forth as she 
slammed her drumsticks against the plastic drums in front of her. It was sort of hard 
for her not to with how fast she had to pound those drums in time to the music. But 
you could tell she was enjoying it all the same. Justin eventually found himself 
following in Maya’s footsteps, tossing his head back and forth in time to the chorus. 


Chie, on the other hand, was having a hard time really getting into it. Maybe it was 
just because she was really bad at the game; missing damn near every note. Kind of 
disheartening when she played a REAL bass and not the plastic one Justin had 
tossed in her hands. Maybe it was just that she wasn’t a fan of screamo; which was 
sort of ironic because she listened to System of a Down. Still; wasn’t really the same 
kind of screamo as Slipknot; that was sure. Whatever the reason, she didn’t really 
find herself having as much fun as Maya and Justin were. All she knew was she was 


picking the next song; because apparently she couldn’t trust Justin’s taste in music 
for even a second. 


And the reign will kill us all... 

Throw ourselves against the wall 

But no one else can see 

The preservation of the martyr in me 
Psychosocial! Psychosocial! Psychosocial! 
Psychosocial! Psychosocial! Psychosocial! 


It went on like this for a while, with Justin’s fingers clicking away at the buttons on 
his controller frantically and Maya pounding away at those drums like her life 
depended on it. You could have imagine the relief that swept over Chie as the song 
finally ended, happy to stop hearing that screaming pounding in her ears. Probably 
didn’t help that Justin decided to scream along when the singer shouted 
‘psychosocial.’ Apparently Justin could either hit high notes, or make himself sound 
like a demon out of hell. And that’s about the extent of his singing abilities. Not sure 
if that was concerning or not. If anything it meant he’d be perfect for an Iron Maiden 
tribute band. Or ANY screamo band for that matter. 


Regardless, the result came up after a moment. Justin and Maya got a perfect score, 
surprising no one. Chie hit an outstanding 13% of the notes. She must have been 
the goddess of the bass with a score like that! Chie sighed with defeat, taking a seat 
on the couch as she observed how awfully she did. This was apparently not the 
game for her. Justin soon plopped his ass on the couch, shaking his now sore arm 
Slightly as though to cool it down. Maya had already been sitting to use the drums, 
so all she was doing at the moment was pushing her bangs back again. They kind of 
went all over the place when she was head banging. That pin she kept in her hair 
wasn’t as useful as you would think it was. 


“| don’t get how you guys do this.” Chie remarked as they stared at the still screen 
recounting their triumphs (and failures,) throughout the course of the song. Maybe 
she just wasn’t used to the controller yet, maybe she was just bad, but she couldn’t 
understand how Maya and Justin had excelled so much at this game that they were 
getting perfect scores. Maybe understandable for Maya, since real drums work 
pretty much exactly the same way as the plastic ones; less so Justin. The plastic 
controller worked nothing like a real guitar or a real bass. It was just awkward to 
Chie. Justin shrugged a bit. 


“Just a lot of practice. We were pretty shit at this game when we first started too.” 
Justin remarked, trying to cheer her up. Of course; in the process he had pretty 
much just called Chie shit at the game, so that kind of counter acted everything. 


Not that she was really offended; she was sort of thinking the same thing anyway. 
Didn’t do wonders for her self-esteem though. It was quiet for a moment, as 
everyone tried to gather their energy again, the sound of rain drops patting against 
the roof echoing throughout the house. Chie was half-surprised she wasn’t getting 
calls from her father asking where the hell she was. Not that she was complaining; 
that was great news. It meant she could go five minutes without her father 
breathing down her neck. Plus; you know how her father got about Justin. It was 
probably for the best that he was left in the dark on the matter. 


“Can we do Rammstein next?” Maya questioned after taking a deep breath, an 
excited smile on her face. She seemed to be having a ball. Chie passed her a slight 
glare; not very content with those two picking the music. For all she knew this was 
going to be hardcore death metal. She wasn’t TOO far off for the record. Justin just 
seemed very pleased with Maya’s song selection though, a smile creeping across 
his face, eyebrow raised with impression. 


“Du hast mich.” Justin remarked in German. Maya and him quickly exchanged a 
high-five, clearly in on something Chie was completely missing. She didn’t speak 
German; that was apparently Yukiko’s jurisdiction... And Justin now that she thought 
about it. Every time someone spoke something in a foreign language, it was 
ALWAYS Justin. 


“Du what now?” Chie spoke up with puzzlement. If they were going to speak 
German around her, they should at least have the common decency to translate. 


“Huh? Oh, right; Du hast mich means ‘you've got me’ in German.” Justin explained 
to her concisely; though the explanation only seemed to anger Chie slightly. Why 
exactly was he saying that to Maya? Because she suggested a song he liked? That’s 
kind of... uh... weird. Justin picked up on her glare too, raising his palm as though to 
signal her not to bite his head off just yet. There was a perfectly reasonable 
explanation, he’d have you know. “It’s from the song.” Chie’s brow loosened only 
Slightly at the explanation. Well at least it seemed he was just trying to be funny 
and failing miserably. 


“| thought du hast mich meant ‘you hate me.’” Maya questioned for a moment. 
Which kind of begged the question why she would high-five Justin after that remark. 
Maybe just because he knew what song she was taking about. Given that she 
strongly looked down on modern music, it was quite possible it was just that she 
was pleased anytime someone knew what kind of music she listened to. Now if only 
she could get Justin to listen to some more fucking psychedelic rock; they’d be all 
set. Justin shook his head in denial. 


“Nein. That’s du hasst mich. With two S’s.” Justin explained, raising his fingers as 
though Maya couldn’t count. Believe it or not, she DID finish the seventh grade. 
They learned to count by that point in their schooling. Shocking, | know. Who would 
have known that a session of Rock Band would have been educational? Maya didn’t 


seem to really believe Justin, though she didn’t feel like arguing over it. And Chie 
just was confused by all the German. She swore Justin was doing that on purpose 
just to annoy her. There was no other explanation. 


Chie was about to speak up against the proposition of playing whatever this 
Rammstein stuff was (after all, if it was in German, she wasn’t going to get it at 
ALL,) when a loud rumble outside caught her off guard, causing her to jump up a bit 
in her seat. Seemed she wasn’t a fan of thunder. Which was alright to a certain 
extent, because neither was Maya. They both jumped slightly in their seats, 
shocked by the sound of thunder just outside their window. Justin just passed them 
both a confused look as though they were both nuts. 


“Oh jeeze, not another one.” Justin mocked Chie slightly. Maya and Chie both 
turned their attention over away from the window for a brief moment to glare at 
Justin. They sure as hell weren’t finding this funny. Thunder was serious business. 
Thunder was like the sandman waiting under your bed, just waiting for you to go to 
sleep before jumping out of the covers to shank you in your fucking neck. Thunder 
was an all present force of murder and destruction that watched from the shadows, 
just waiting for you to lower your guard so he could put a bullet through tour skull. 
Thunder wouldn’t stop until they were all dead. Maya and Chie knew better; they 
were just keeping their guard up so that they’d survive the night. Justin should have 
been doing the same. Who knows, maybe he'd be the first to go. 


“Hey, shut up Mr. ‘I’m afraid of stairs.’” Chie countered. Yeah, that sure got Justin’s 
attention all-right, his eyes dropping into a slightly offended gaze. He’d have you 
know that was a perfectly reasonable fear to have after being dropped down a flight 
of them by the Mafia. The Mafia never tried to kill him with fucking thunder after all. 
Besides; thunder couldn’t even hurt you; it was the lightning that did that. Stairs 
could get you at any fucking time, man. Next time you trip up the stairs don’t say | 
didn’t warn you. 


Within seconds, the thunder hit again; only this time, it took the power out with it. 
One hell of a storm apparently. Justin threw his hands up with disappointment. He 
wanted to play Du Hast, dammit! He sighed after a moment, turning his attention 
back over to his side... Well that was one hell of a sight. Apparently, when the 
thunder struck again, Chie and Maya had jumped up and grabbed onto the first 
person they could... And that just happened to be each other. Justin THOUGHT he 
heard a bit of a screech earlier; seemed his ears weren’t playing tricks on him. 


The two girls slowly peaked one of their eyes open, perhaps having it just dawn 
upon them who they were gripping onto, trying to hold onto dear life as the rain and 
the thunder barraged the household. They almost immediately jumped away from 
each other once they got a good look at who they were latched onto, turning their 
heads away from each other as though not being able to see the other would make 
the awkward incident erase itself from history. 


“This never happened.” Chie declared after a moment, cheeks hot red as she stared 
out the window in complete darkness. She had thought she had latched onto Justin 
at first; completely neglecting the fact that Maya had been sitting between them. 
Complete and utter fear was apparently a great way of deceiving yourself. It 
probably didn’t help that Maya was latching onto her as well; almost like a hug, only 
with a lot more nails being dug into each other’s clothes. She just felt awkward now. 
Maya cleared her throat, as though trying to force the awkwardness of the situation, 
in her chest, out of her system. 


“No idea what you’re talking about.” Maya played dumb, deciding to get a head- 
start on the whole ‘pretending this didn’t just happen,’ thing. Hopefully she’d forget 
by the end of the week. Hopefully. Justin just laughed a bit at the two awkwardly 
trying to avoid eye-contact, cheeks red with embarrassment. He wasn’t sure what 
was funnier; the part where the two were holding on to each other for dear life, or 
the part where they refused to look at each other afterwards. 


“Couple of the year.” Justin poked fun at the two. That was immediately met by 
Maya slapping him across the face, leaving behind quite the red mark on his face. 
And that was immediately followed up by Chie leaning over Maya to do the same. 
He probably should have thought this through before poking fun at the two finding 
themselves in such an awkward position. You mean joking that two of the most 
violent girls you know might have been into each other was a bad idea, especially 
when one of them is your girlfriend? Who knew? Justin furiously rubbed at his aching 
cheek, trying to numb the pain the two girls had imparted upon him. Well that’s 
what he got for being a major douchebag, he supposed. 


“1 don’t know Justin, | think you and Kanji might already have that title.” Maya spit 
at him sarcastically. Justin’s just raised his eyebrow with slight bewilderment. Were 
people actually taking him seriously on that? You'd think just the fact that Justin had 
a girlfriend would have confirmed that his ‘flirting’ with Kanji was just a joke he had 
been doing... But then; he supposed Tom Cruise had a girlfriend too. “Oh Kanji; 
you’re so buff and handsome. Can’t wait to see you in a swimsuit, you hunkalicious 
piece of man meat.” Maya mocked Justin, trying to imitate his voice in a... less than 
flattering way. Justin just passed her a slight ‘you’re one to talk’ glare as she shook 
her head and took a sip of the can of cola she had opened only a moment earlier. 
Apparently being half-scared to death and called a lesbian was thirst quenching. 


“Says the girl who was staring at his dick.” And within a second, the contents of 
Maya’s mouth were spewed all over the table in front of her, Maya very clearly 
caught off-guard and disgusted by Justin’s rebuttal. Chie had on an expression of 
puzzlement and concern. She wasn’t sure if Justin was telling the truth or not, but if 
he was... holy shit; that was strange as fuck. Maya stared at the proud expression 
on Justin’s face with mortified eyes for a moment, lips slightly ajar, as if she hadn’t 
just heard that right. Once it really started to seep in that he DID just call her out on 
that, though; oh boy she was livid. Her horrified expression soon turned to one of 


pure fury and anger; the can in her hand being crushed slightly as she tried to ball 
her hands up into fists. 


“Justin...” Maya growled a bit. Justin raised his eyebrow slightly, as though inviting 
her to even TRY to make a comeback from that. She didn’t need a clever repertoire, 
though; she didn’t need to counter his claim that she was staring at Kanji’s junk. No, 
no, no. All she needed to do was make it painfully clear what she was going to do to 
him right now. Many things; none of them pleasant. “You have five seconds to run 
before | rip your fucking balls off.” 


Justin’s proud expression stood frozen on his face for only a moment more before it 
slowly faded into a horrified expression. Maya was dead serious, as he was slowly 
starting to realize. He wasn’t entirely sure if he regretted his counter; it was pretty 
damn well timed... But he would most certainly regret the loss of his balls. He slowly 
got up from the couch, hands up as he though trying to keep Maya at bay, as she 
followed his lead; piercing eyes laid upon him the entire way as they slowly backed 
him through the house and to the front door. Maya quickly opened the door, and 
with a single look, managed to kick Justin out of his own house, as he backed away 
from the safety and comfort of his home into the rain and lightning outside. Maya 
quickly slammed the door closed before locking it shut. She had no intention of 
letting him back in; no matter how much he banged and slammed on the door. She 
huffed out with anger as she marched back over to the couch next to Chie, arms 
crossed as she glared angrily at the blank screen. 


“,.Wait, you really...?” Chie choked up after a moment, taking Maya’s rather 
aggressive reaction as confirmation that Justin wasn’t lying. It only took a moment 
before Maya’s intense glare was aimed at Chie; pure rage and adrenaline going 
through her veins. It wasn’t like she was doing it on purpose; goddammit people. 
She was just caught off-guard is all. Besides; Justin was staring at his dick too. He 
had no room to talk. The worst part of it all too was that Chie had literally no 
context for how this had come to be, and it’s not like she could just admit to Kanji 
losing his trunks at the beach; they had sort of been trying to AVOID the others 
knowing, after all. No, that wouldn’t do it all; and since Maya really would have no 
other excuse for looking at Kanji’s crotch, nothing she said would probably have 
made this nay better. And as always, Maya stuck by her general rules of thumb 
when it came to arguing or deflecting blame: anytime you’re backed into a corner, 
threaten someone. 


“You want to join him outside?” 


“I'll shut up now.” 


